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polar wastes, when I might have the comfort o£ a Park Avenue pent-
house or a Florentine villa. We both loved nature, but in different
ways. He wanted his nature tamed—a well-cultivated Ohio farm,
or an Italian garden. Of what he couldn't understand he was apt
to be intolerant. Though my years in the open made a competent
engineer of me, in Father's memoirs he gives this fact only a grim,
grudging approval.
It was in the Villa Palmieri that he died-—while Amundsen and
I were working desperately to get our plane off the North Pole
ice. His methodical habits endured to the last moment, and also
his indomitable will. Pneumonia had carried off my mother. It was
to take my sister, Clare Prentice. And now it had gripped him—
and he was seventy-five years old. Yet not even to himself would
he admit that he had the disease. His diary continues to the very
end, but not once does it speak of pneumonia. His throat was
bothering him, that was all. He had throat trouble. He did not
write that diary for public consumption. It was his personal record.
He died on June 2nd, 1925. Even on that day he wrote in the
diary. Two doctors from Florence visited him at two o'clock in the
morning. In his matter-of-fact way, he noted down their visit. His
judgment must have told him that when specialists ride into the
country after midnight for a consultation, the case of the patient
is desperate. If so, he chose to put that deduction aside and ignore
it. They came to see about his throat.
But now his will and determination were opposed by a stouter
adversary than even his son had proved to be some months earlier.
With the entry about the specialists, the microscopical writing ends.
He must have written this in the morning—perhaps before the first
flush of a June dawn filtered into the lovely garden under his win-
dows. The rest of the day's space is filled out in a somewhat bolder
hand: "Mr. Ellsworth died at 5 p.m. to-day. We were with him at
the end." And the entry is signed by the initials of the two nurses
who had accompanied him from New York.	j
Five o'clock! His diary hour found him with his eyes closed for
ever.

